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thought he saw revolution in the offing. In September a tract
was secretly printed, scattered about the City and distributed in
the provinces, entitledtf The Discovery of a Gaping Gulf where-
into England is like to be swallowed by another French mar-
riage, if the Lord forbid not the banns by letting her Majesty see
the sin and punishment thereof5. The author was John Stubbs,
a country gentleman trained in the law, whose sister was married
to the leading divine of the puritan party. The violence of a hot-
headed professor of religion, the prejudice of an Englishmans
the concern of a loving subject, spoke in outrageous language.
Let Alengon's Mass be brought to England, Stubbs wrote; it
would be as wildfire that all the seas could not quench, working
havoc on the church here and abroad. His House was rotten
with disease, sealed with visible marks of divine vengeance upon
their carcasses for their manifest cruelties. It was a French trick
to seek this marriage so eagerly now, at the very time of most
danger to Elizabeth for child-bearing. If only her Majesty would
call her most faithful and wise physicians, adjuring them on
their conscience, their loyalty, and their faith to the whole land,
to speak without thought of pleasing or displeasing any, they
would tell her how fearful was the expectation of death.

Elizabeth was passionately angry. With reason: a nation with
whom it behoved her to remain friendly had been insulted, her
guest slandered, and her people provoked to discontent *Hke as
by a trump of sedition, secretly sounding in every subject's ear *,
She issued a long proclamation which the authorities were told
to read to the City companies, and the bishops to their clergy.
A preacher was put up at St Paul's to extol the Queen's govern-
ment and assure his hearers that as she had been bred and
brought up in Christ, entered and reigned by Christ, so she
would live and die in Christ. 'The people seemed, even as it
were with a shout to give God thanks* for this assurance; but
ethey utterly bent their brows at the sharp and bitter speeches
which he gave against the author of the book*, whom they re-
garded as one that feared God and dearly loved her Majesty. It
was the same with the Bishop of London's clergy. When the
Bishop praised the Queen they wept, and drew down his tears